they understand his eagerness to hurl Napoleon from his throne. There was then no chance of a Republic, as on the 18th Brumaire. But though General Bernadotte had forsaken France he still loved her. His rank, as Prince Royal, had only made him change his opinions. Being no longer a Republican he had become a Royalist. The Princess of Sweden used to complain bitterly of the ennui of the frigid and gloomy Court of Sweden, which was never excited except when they shot kings at masked balls.
On hearing the Princess make these complaints, M. de Talleyrand used to say: <(But really, madame, this is very well for a beginning.w Bernadotte thought so, too. But the BEGINNING had unfortunately become the END, since the downfall of the great European Colossus, and Bernadotte looked fondly back to his native country. He offered to his Royal Highness, Monsieur, who had just arrived in Paris, his services in putting down the different factions which might still exist in the army, over which his name might yet have some influence.
To effect this object, he conceived it would be requisite to be invested with some imposing title, such as Generalissimo of the Forces or Lieutenant-General of the Kingdom: the latter, it is true, was the title which Monsieur himself held; but he thought it might be rendered more practically useful when possessed by Bernadotte. The latter, therefore, consented to abandon the government of his own States, and to remain a year in France if necessary.
The proposition of the Prince Royal of Sweden was made to Comte d'Artois; but after a very brief consideration his Royal Highness was informed that the sooner he returned to his own army the better. This was the reason of that sudden departure which left the Princess unprotected and a prey to the unfortunate attachment which she conceived for a man who was certainly the very last person in the world who might have been expected to play the part of a romantic lover.
At this time I was in the habit of seeing Prince Metternich every day. He frequently called on me in the morning, and almost always took tea with me in the evening. He was extremely fearful of being suspected of interfering in the affairs of France.", who seemed to have been brought up in the same school of good breeding as M. de Metternich.
